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finally it was a symbol of strength and security, of
honour and glory. The officers who rode past on
horseback with their swords in their hands, amid
the glitter of gold and- steel, to the sound of music
and the roll of drums, how was it possible to believe
that they would shortly be bending over a table,
behind locked doors, fete a fete with anxious agents
from the prefecture of police, handling the eraser
and the india-rubber, handling the gum brush or
sprinkling pounce, scratching out or putting in a
name in a document, forging handwritings, to ruin
an innocent man; or thinking out ridiculous
disguises for mysterious appointments with the
traitor they had to save ?

"What made these crimes seem impossible to
the public mind was that they did not smack of the
open air, the early morning march, the field of
manoeuvres and the battle-field. They were all
too stuffy, they savoured too much of the office ;
there was nothing military about them. And, in
truth, all the practices which were resorted to in
order to conceal the judicial error of 1895, all those
infamous documents, all that vile and rascally
trickery, reeks of the office, and a dirty office at
that. All that the four green-papered walls, the
china inkstand surrounded with sponge, the box-
wood paper-knife, the water-bottle on the mantel-
piece, the pigeon-holes, and the leather-seated chair
could suggest in the way of ridiculous imaginings
and evil thoughts to these stay-at-homes, these poor
c sitters * as a poet has called them, to vain, poor*